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in which he had left the train. That magnetic ripple in the divine-
diabolic soul of the creative energy beyond space and time which
had corresponded to, if not directly caused, his agitated state,
sank back in reciprocal quiescence; and the physical tenseness
and strain which he now experienced were answered in the far-off
First Cause by an indrawn passivity as if some portion of that
fount of life fell under the constriction of freezing. The soundless
roaring of the great solar furnace up there in the vast ether be-
came, too, at that moment worse than merely indifferent to the
motions of this infinitesimal creature advancing into the bracken-
grown expanses of the historic Heath, like a black ^ant into a
flowerpot. The man's movements now became weary and slow,
even though he caught sight of the words "To Northwold" upon
a newly whitewashed signpost. Humming and roaring and whir-
.ling in its huge confluent maelstroms of fiery gas, the body of
thai tornado of paternity concealed at that moment a soul that
associated John Crow not only with such beings as neglected
to invoke its godhead but with such beings as in their malicious
rational impiety positively denied it any consciousness. Among
all the greater gods around him it was the soul of the earth, how-
ever, that remained most jealous and hostile. It must have dimly
been aware of the narrow and concentrated feeling, exclusive,
misanthropic, which John experienced as he approached the
home of his dead mother. And thus as it shot quivering vibrations
through the greenish-yellow buds upon the hawthorn bushes,
through the tender white blossoms upon the blackthorn, through
the folded tremulousness of the fern fronds and the metallic
sheen of the celandines, to John Crow it refused to give that ex-
quisite feeling of primordial well-being which it gave to the rest.
Why, thinking of his mother, he felt so sad, was a strange fact
beyond this man's analysis. How could he know that mingled
with their awareness of wet, green mosses, of dry, scaly lichens,
of the heady-sweet odours of prickly gorse, of the cool-rooted
fragility of lilac-coloured cuckoo flowers, of the sturdy swelling
of die woolly calices of early cowslips, of the embryo lives within
the miraculous blue shells of hedge-sparrows' eggs, the thoughts
of the earth-mother throbbed with a dull, indefinable, unappeas-
able jealousy of a human mother?